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" In those good old days a gentleman still
Could give and take satisfaction In the good old way.   Next morn found us both, With pistols loaded, and neither loath
To come at once to action.
" Our seconds had chosen a spot retired,
Just beyond the wall in the rear, Where no enemy showed.   As we stood apart, My foe took a deadly aim at my heart.
He was bent upon blood, it was clear.
" But he little knew me.    I determined to give
A lesson to last him his life. 'Tis an old trick of mine, and productive of fun. Quite easy, if only you Jmow how it's done,
And an excellent healer of strife.
"It was Major Smith who gave the word
Which should both our fates have decided ; But instead of the one of us going to pot, Two bangs were heard, and a shower of small shot Splashed around us like drops of water hot, For in mid air the balls had collided,
"You may well look surprised, and raise your brows,
For it takes a bit of doing, Until you have learned the little trick; And even then it is well to be quick, For unless you fire in the very nick,
You will find there is trouble brewing.